SHE SINGS TO HER NEST

room for our fast-growing attendance. I sug-
gested that, for the time being, we might
double deck the beds like the berths in a
sleeping car. "No," cried the superintendent,
"Not in this age do we permit the crowding of
children in their sleeping quarters." So this
is the slavery that capitalism has driven us
to; we are forced to give our children more
comforts than we had ourselves. When I was
sleeping five in a bed with my brothers, there
was one long bolster for five hot little faces*
The bolster got feverish and a boy sang out;
"Raise up." We lifted our tired heads. "Turn
over.** Two boys turned the bolster. "Lie
down." And we put our faces on the cool side
and went to sleep.

Those were not hardships, and life was
sweet, and we awoke from our crowded bed,
like birds in a nest awakened by their moth-
er's morning song. For, as I have said, my
mother was always singing. Her voice was
our consolation and delight

One of the most charming recollections of
my boyhood is that of my mother standing at
our gate with a lamp in her hands, sending
one boy out in the early morning darkness, to
Ms work, and at the same time welcoming
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